to like it! Finally, I ended up as a staunch supporter of
Bapu's hand-pounded, thoroughly boiled rice.
18. PASSION FOR ENGLISH LITERATURE
It must have been some time in 1916; Bapu sat
writing one day, and I sat near him reading Fitzgerald's
version of Omar Khayyam. I had often heard it praised,
but had never read it. So, finding a chance to rectify
this omission, I took up the poem, and began reading it
with great enjoyment. I was nearly coming to the end
of it when something drew Bapu's attention towards me.
"What are you reading?" he asked. I showed him the
book.
Since we had only lately become acquainted, Bapu
probably did not feel like preaching to me right away.
He heaved a deep sigh, instead, and said with a touch
of pathos : "I, too, used to be very fond of English
poetry. But I gave it up. I thought to myself: I do
not even know as much Sanskrit as I should. And if I
have some time to spare, why should I not utilize it in
trying to become a better writer in Gujarati? My job
today is to serve Bharat to the best of my ability, so I
must dedicate all my time to developing my capacity
for service." After a pause he continued in the same
simple, meditative fashion : "If I can be said to have
really renounced anything for the sake of national
service, it is my passion for English literature. Money
and career mattered so little'to me that leaving them
was no 'renunciation' at all. But oh, how I loved English
literature! However, I decided that I must give it up?
so I did."
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